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I had been in Dickson four days when still there was no
suggestion as to when I could get away. On the fifth even-
ing I visited the smaller group of people employed at the
radio centre Novy Dickson. They are only twenty-three,
including three women and one child. In a much smaller
circle the atmosphere of friendliness was even more striking
than over at the port. The walls of their lounge are adorned
with paintings by one of their mechanics and above the
reading-table is a poster with a list of books which the
Culture Department recommends to workers on Polar
stations and which are included in apparently each of their
libraries. It was a very carefully selected list of world
literature, one representative work of each author displayed
as follows:

(i) Classics:

(a) Russian:

Pushkin

Tolstoy

Lermontov

Gogol

Dostoyevski

Ostrovski

Turgeniev

Chekhov

(b) International:

Balzac (Father Doriot)
Boccaccio (Decamrone)
Heine (Atto Troll)
Swift (Gutlioefs Travels)

Cervantes (Don Quixote)
Shakespeare (Selected Dramas)
Coster (Till Eulenspiegel)
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